CHAPTER I
Corsica and a Shabby Lieutenant
IN the later seventeen hundreds when the fall of the
Bastille was a vivid memory, and the Reign of Ter-
ror still to come, a young man returned from his
regiment in alien France to his home at Ajaccio in the
island of Corsica. Of worldly goods, now that he had
left hi's much-loved books packed up in quarters, he had
nothing: that is, besides the junior lieutenant's uniform,
rather worn, on his thin malarial figure; a few letters
from some scarecrow Revolutionary officials in Paris; a
much battered little portmanteau with a change of
linen; and in his purse four months' pay or about three
hundred francs.
It was little with which to carve one's fortune; but
perhaps these things too should be noted about him: a
quick incisive stride; an equally incisive way of giving
orders, absurd in a youngster just turning twenty-one
and five feet six inches; a sound knowledge of history,
mathematics, and military tactics; and a pair of imperi-
ous eyes burning out of sallow, almost yellowish fea-
tures. Also he had, when not sunk in the brooding melan-
choly that still held over from adolescence, an air of
unusual energy and, despite his unhealthy color and ap-
parent frailty of frame, something of the iron and vitality
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